Marking text directions for chapter |/section I:
|.  Number paragraphs |-10

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

3. Underline important quotes

Crapter 1

) My Finn informed me that Gatsby had dismissed every servant in his
house a week ago and replaced them with half a dozen others, who never
went into West Egg Village to be bribed by the tradesmen, but ordered
moderate supplies over the telephone. The grocery boy reported that the
kitchen looked like a pigsty, and the general opinion in the village was that
the new people weren’t servants at all.

Next day Gatsby called me on the phone.
“Going away?” I inquired.

“No, old sport.”

“I hear you fired all your servants.”

“I wanted somebody who wouldn’t gossip. Daisy comes over quite
often — in the afternoons.”

So the whole caravansary had fallen in like a card house at the
disapproval in her eyes.

“They’re some people Wolfsheim wanted to do something for. They’re
all brothers and sisters. They used to run a small hotel.”

“I see.”

,o He was calling up at Daisy’s request — would I come to lunch at her
house to-morrow? Miss Baker would be there. Half an hour later Daisy
herself telephoned and seemed relieved to find that I was coming.
Something was up. And yet I couldn’t believe that they would choose this
occasion for a scene — especially for the rather harrowing scene that
Gatsby had outlined in the garden.

I. Predict what Nick meant with ‘Something was up.




Marking text directions for chapter 7/section 2:
I. Number paragraphs |-13

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

3. Underline important quotes

At the Buchanan house. Daisy, Tom, Gatsby, Nick. Only appearance of Pammy, Daisy’s daughter:
’ The child, relinquished by the nurse, rushed across the room and

rooted shyly into her mother’s dress.

“The bles-sed pre-cious! Did mother get powder on your old yellowy
hair? Stand up now, and say — How-de-do.”

Gatsby and I in turn leaned down and took the small, reluctant hand.
Afterward he kept looking at the child with surprise. I don’t think he had
ever really believed in its existence before.

“I got dressed before luncheon,” said the child, turning eagerly to
Daisy.

“That’s because your mother wanted to show you off.” Her face bent
into the single wrinkle of the small, white neck. “You dream, you. You
absolute little dream.”

“Yes,” admitted the child calmly. “Aunt Jordan’s got on a white dress
too.”
“How do you like mother’s friends?” Daisy turned her around so that
she faced Gatsby. “Do you think they’re pretty?”
“Where’s Daddy?”
“She doesn’t look like her father,” explained Daisy. “She looks like me.
She’s got my hair and shape of the face.”
Daisy sat back upon the couch. The nurse took a step forward and
held out her hand.
“Come, Pammy.”
“Good-by, sweetheart!”
|3 With a reluctant backward glance the well-disciplined child held to
her nurse’s hand and was pulled out the door, just as Tom came back,
preceding four gin rickeys that clicked full of ice.

Pair-share discussion questions:
I. What is your impression of Daisy as a mother in this section?

2. Would this section be different if Daisi and Tom had a son? Exilain...




Marking text directions for chapter 7/section 3:
I. Number paragraphs |-12

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

3. Underline important quotes

Still at the Buchanan’s house.Tensions are rising:

' “Who wants to go to town?” demanded Daisy insistently. Gatsby’s
eyes floated toward her. “Ah,” she cried, “you look so cool.”

Their eyes met, and they stared together at each other, alone in space.
With an effort she glanced down at the table.

“You always look so cool,” she repeated.

She had told him that she loved him, and Tom Buchanan saw. He was
astounded. His mouth opened a little, and he looked at Gatsby, and then
back at Daisy as if he had just recognized her as some one he knew a long
time ago.

“You resemble the advertisement of the man,” she went on innocently.
“You know the advertisement of the man —”

“All right,” broke in Tom quickly, “I'm perfectly willing to go to town.
Come on — we’re all going to town.”

He got up, his eyes still flashing between Gatsby and his wife. No one
moved.

“Come on!” His temper cracked a little. “What’s the matter, anyhow?
If we're going to town, let’s start.”

His hand, trembling with his effort at self-control, bore to his lips the
last of his glass of ale. Daisy’s voice got us to our feet and out on to the
blazing gravel drive.

“Are we just going to go?” she objected. “Like this? Aren’t we going to
let any one smoke a cigarette first?”

“Everybody smoked all through lunch.”

"L  “Oh, let’s have fun,” she begged him. “It’s too hot to fuss.” He didn’t

answer.
I. Based on what we know so far, what did Daisy mean by ‘fun?’



Marking text directions for chapter 7/section 4:

I. Number paragraphs 1-28

2. Circle unknown vocabulary

3. Underline important quotes

On the way to town (NYC).Destination? No one is quite sure yet. Nick, Tom, and Jordan in one car;
Daisy and Gatsby in another:

We were all irritable now with the fading ale, and aware of it we drove

for a while in silence. Then as Doctor T. J. Eckleburg’s faded eyes came
into sight down the road, I remembered Gatsby’s caution about gasoline.

“We've got enough to get us to town,” said Tom.

“But there’s a garage right here,” objected Jordan. “I don’t want to get
stalled in this baking heat.” Tom threw on both brakes impatiently, and we
slid to an abrupt dusty stop under Wilson’s sign. After a moment the
proprietor emerged from the interior of his establishment and gazed
hollow-eyed at the car.

“Let’s have some gas!” cried Tom roughly. “What do you think we
stopped for — to admire the view?”

“I'm sick,” said Wilson without moving. “Been sick all day.”

“What’s the matter?”

“I'm all run down.”

“Well, shall I help myself?” Tom demanded. “You sounded well
enough on the phone.”

With an effort Wilson left the shade and support of the doorway and,
breathing hard, unscrewed the cap of the tank. In the sunlight his face was
green.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt your lunch,” he said. “But I need money
pretty bad, and I was wondering what you were going to do with your old

»

car.
“How do you like this one?” inquired Tom. “I bought it last week.”
“It’s a nice yellow one,” said Wilson, as he strained at the handle.
“Like to buy it?”
".‘ “Big chance,” Wilson smiled faintly. “No, but I could make some
money on the other.”



“What do you want money for, all of a sudden?”

“I've been here too long. I want to get away. My wife and I want to go
West.”

“Your wife does,” exclaimed Tom, startled.

“She’s been talking about it for ten years.” He rested for a moment
against the pump, shading his eyes. “And now she’s going whether she
wants to or not. I'm going to get her away.”

The coupe flashed by us with a flurry of dust and the flash of a waving
hand.

“What do I owe you?” demanded Tom harshly.

“I just got wised up to something funny the last two days,” remarked
Wilson. “That’s why I want to get away. That’s why I been bothering you
about the car.”

“What do I owe you?”
“Dollar twenty.”

The relentless beating heat was beginning to confuse me and I had a
bad moment there before I realized that so far his suspicions hadn’t
alighted on Tom. He had discovered that Myrtle had some sort of life apart
from him in another world, and the shock had made him physically sick. I
stared at him and then at Tom, who had made a parallel discovery less
than an hour before — and it occurred to me that there was no difference
between men, in intelligence or race, so profound as the difference
between the sick and the well. Wilson was so sick that he looked guilty,
unforgivably guilty — as if he had just got some poor girl with child.



“TI'll let you have that car,” said Tom. “I'll send it over to-morrow
afternoon.”

That locality was always vaguely disquieting, even in the broad glare
of afternoon, and now I turned my head as though I had been warned of
something behind. Over the ashheaps the giant eyes of Doctor T. J.
Eckleburg kept their vigil, but I perceived, after a moment, that other eyes
were regarding us with peculiar intensity from less than twenty feet away.

In one of the windows over the garage the curtains had been moved
aside a little, and Myrtle Wilson was peering down at the car. So engrossed
was she that she had no consciousness of being observed, and one emotion
after another crept into her face like objects into a slowly developing
picture. Her expression was curiously familiar — it was an expression I
had often seen on women’s faces, but on Myrtle Wilson’s face it seemed
purposeless and inexplicable until I realized that her eyes, wide with
jealous terror, were fixed not on Tom, but on Jordan Baker, whom she
took to be his wife.

There is no confusion like the confusion of a simple mind, and as we drove
away Tom was feeling the hot whips of panic. His wife and his mistress,
until an hour ago secure and inviolate, were slipping precipitately from his
control. Instinct made him step on the accelerator with the double purpose
of overtaking Daisy and leaving Wilson behind, and we sped along toward
Astoria at fifty miles an hour, until, among the spidery girders of the
elevated, we came in sight of the easy-going blue coupe.

I.  What is the central irony in this final section? (Hint - is everyone having a ‘good time’?)
2. This chapter has been called ‘the death car chapter’ Predict why.



